Anatomization by Rebecca "Becca" Wineland

you are staring at a screen

flashes of red and blue and green

electricity pulses and images appear

dismantle the TFT-LCD,

understand every piece

but you can't read my poem.

if the screen is in parts,

the image is gone.

but this poem is simply words.

and what are words, anyway?

some shapes our kindergarten teachers said meant something to someone else.

four lines make an E. three lines make an F. two lines make an L.

combine them, and how does it feel?

is there truth in a word when it is a mere cultural construction?

society creates words.

word creates societies.

I make liquid crystals display shapes that convey an idea

to transplant this abstract thought into your mind.

I am carbon, sulfur, hydrogen, 

phosphorus, oxygen, and nitrogen.

if you were to dismantle me, you would see 

working organs, a new eardrum, and calloused fingertips.

if you were to study me, you would read

research papers, calculus, and song lyrics.

you could 

read everything I’ve every written,

study every picture that holds my image,

know my social, blood type, and grades,

and still not know that I cry when I’m angry and hiccup when I eat.

once, some people put a book together.

God is bigger than that book.
